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Circusworld 


circusworld flashes 
behind them, first 
each letter-- 
C-1-r-c-u-S-w-o-r-l-d-- 
and then 


circusworld. He 


holds a camera 

ready 

while she watches 

with feline eyes the young 
boys and girls 

across the street. She 


wants to ask him 
does he remember 
when she was so 
thin? 
when--snap--he 
catches her, half 
turned, stretching 
pencilled eyebrows 
into a fold | 

of skin, away 

from his moist grin. He 


leans in, snapping 

again, grinning 

wider, and never 
understands 

her tears 

in the circusworld photos. 


-Hannah Helder 
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EKurus 


Eurus blows across the night-covered. 

Greek peloponnesus, ancient, secret 

god whispering reminders in silent corners 
of stone buildings and ruined temples, 
rambling on old battle fields, murmuring 
about forgotten things, bleached bones lying 
on the plains with broken swords and cleft 
helms, old bones of widowed maidens lying 
at the door of the ruins of their mud huts, 
holes in their skulls ever glaring out towards 
the fields hidden by the brown sun-burnt hills, 
looking for their men to return home from battle. 
And as he wraps the world in soft blue and 
white ribbons people sleep, but insomniac 
that I am, I open the terrace doors of my 
hotel room in Athens with a glass of whisky 
in my hand, and Eurus, never known for © 
his violent temperament, pushes me over, 
my head is pressed against the earth, my left 
ear filled with damp brown dirt. The glass 

of whisky breaks against a stone, the liquid 
seeps into the thirsty ground, and I 

hear the crash of sword upon helmet, 

a hot cry of hatred from a warrior’s gaping 
furnace mouth, tread of leatherbound feet 
about my head, and for a few moments, 
before I am allowed to get up and pick 

the fragments of glass off the earth, | 

I am dead or wounded on the battle field, 

a soul listening from beyond the grave, or . 
a man preparing to die, wondering which 
group of men the gods will favour. 

I wait for _ 
morning on the bed, away from the open air, 
with a fresh glass in my hand, while the constant 
whirr of a moving world echoes in my head, 
bouncing and reverberating off the smooth 

bone walls of my head. 
In the morning, as I walk through the crowded 
ancient streets, Eurus is above me, beside me, 
and underfoot, trying to trip me, and in the open 
market, I see pale transparent men with 
shields on their back, blindly picking a line 
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through the crowd, stopping only to 
acknowledge old wrinkled widows, all 

in black. As the sun grows high and hot, 

Eurus withers, and inside my head the whirring 
fades with a few last desperate echoes, 

and I hear nothing but the loud sound 

of sand rushing through the bottleneck 

of an immense, invisible hourglass. 


-Kai Groen 


My House, My Money 


My house is big 

full of rooms 

more than I need 

My money will 

fill the rooms 

with friends 

to admire my success 


All my rooms 

in my house 

will laugh 

with friends 

who come to see 
the walls papered 
in money 

for the drink 
that’s on the house 


In the rooms 

full of emptiness 

I see the walls 

made from money 

The rooms filled slowly 
with my wealth 

from hardwood floor 

to stucco ceiling 
leaving no room 

for anyone else 


-Neil Houtman 
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The Drum 


I sit in the silence 

at the door of my dung hut, 

- on my three legged stool--old, wrinkled like my skin. 
Ah, my stool! 

Mao proudly gave me this stool when I married Wasunna 
what a beautiful girl I was then! 

I squint and cast a glance your way 

but you remain buried, silent. 

What is that smell? 

The sun burns brizht, no cloud in the bright blue sky 
flies buzz and shade from the mugumo tree looms over your 
erave, 

these make my heart sick, they make me lonely. 

All our young ones are gone to the city 

in search of a better life, in search of money. 

Some followed the missionaries 

who claim they know the one true God. 

What--that smell again? 

I pull at the hem of my old tattered dress, tuck it between my 
knees 

and shift comfortably on my stool. 

I move the piece of grass to one side of my mouth 
and I spit--long and hard 

through the enforced gap between my front teeth, 

a sign of my courage and beauty. 

It flows smoothly and settles a foot. away, 

I smile. 

Perfect. Just like Mao taught me 

A good woman has to know three things: 

How to care for her husband, 

how to spit and dance, and when to talk. 

Oh, dancing! 

I love the drum, I love music, 

it is life! Flaming revival to a dying soul. 

The tune to our song rises in my heart 

slowly, I rise up and begin to dance. 

My lips curl into a dimpled smile aon 

my heart soars, my spirit lifts, 

and my heart beats faster and faster 

I chuckle, then laugh out loud--I am alive! 

And I stop--breathless, panting 

my bones are old, my eyesight almost gone, 

I lower myself onto my stool. 
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Oh this is what life is 

dance, laughter, tradition and family-- 

what do our children search for? 

Where did we go wrong? 

They now forsake our gods! 

Drums begin to pound in my head again 

and I remember what the missionary said; 

there will be music in heaven, drums, laughter, happiness 
But hell--hell has no music, but mourning and wailing. 

I loved their songs, and that instrument--ngita; what a sound! 
But--is it really true? 

Nyasae, Wonwa, do you not exist? 

Is there only one God after all--a loving father? 

Oh, these drums! 

Chandra my love, our seed 

left with the missionaries to tell of the one true God. 
True wisdom comes with age--and he is young, 

but this is God, he has stirred my heart in a deep way, 
He has done much and can do more 

this God of love and music and laughter, 

I want Him for my own. 

I will soon be with you and will take you with me 

to a place they call heaven--the house of the one true God, 
nothing will ever separate us then. 

We will dance together like when we were married 

only this time, we will have new bodies and new souls 
and we will dance--to a new drum. 


-Leah Shamalla 
Stalled 


The red glow of the tail lights 

signals to stop. 

The behemoth in front 

blocks the view ahead. 

Turn the radio dial to grab fresh ideas, 
but all is static and unclear. 

The wheels begin to turn, 

but there is still no forward motion. 

I will be here awhile, 

until something happens. 


-Jamie Hofing 
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The Waxed Apple 


I watch as you sit on the front porch with an apple 

in your hand. Your thumbnail sends curls of wax 

scurrying as you scrape it along the tender flesh. 

I am quite certain, as I spy from my dark shadow, 

that the exultant and splendidly beaming moon 
sheds happy tears to capture your angelic pose. 


I remember how we used to strut, preen, and pose: 
Athena and Aphrodite vying for the golden apple ~ 
of discord. But you always held the sun and moon 
in your hands. My tears would harden like wax 
and I would flee for safety to the familiar shadow 
you cast, my sister, my blood, flesh of my flesh. 


In church, the preacher railed against the flesh- 
pots of Egypt, but you were far away, riding Pose- 
idon’s wind. Your pagan fury did overshadow 

the sorrow caused by Eden’s first offered apple. 
But I sat still and straight, like a figure in a wax 
museum, too afraid to rage and howl at the moon. 


I have always been the night-blooming moon- 
flower and you always the hot sun. My flesh, 
already bruised, melts and bleeds like wax 

before your fire. I finally see that while I pose 

as the apple of your eye, I am but the apple 

in your hand. You blow away my curling shadow. 


I join you on the porch, ever your faithful shadow, 
sitting with you, talking, pretending to drink moon- 
shine as you pour me another glass of golden apple 
brandy. Warmth flows and you suggest that my flesh 
is weak but my soul is strong; and you boldly propose 
that I scrape and peel off my mask of dull wax. 


And now, when I look at you, it is as if the wax 

paper has been lifted from my eyes. The shadow 

of doubt cannot form in this azure light. My pose 

is new and my eyes follow the beam of the blue moon 
as it catches the grooves and gouges in the thin flesh 
you scraped clean. Your hands caress the bleeding apple. 
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I realise, as we watch the wax and wane of the moon, 
that when you scraped the shadow that hid my flesh, 
you only sought to expose a juicy, delicious apple. 


-Maggie Vandermeer 


I So Summer’d 


I so watched 

The red robin’s hopscotch 
The wet worm’s wiggle 
The blue bird’s babble 


I so heard 

The black crow’s catcall 
_ The green toad’s tenor 
The yellow bee’s buzz 


I so felt 

The damp dew’s drizzle 
The red rose’s tribute 

The yellow sun’s yearning 


I so tasted 

The green grass’s grandeur 
The apple tree’s answer 

The morning’s mellow marrow 


I so smelled 

The wind’s warm washing 
The soil’s settling scent 
The earth’s earnest effort 


I so did these all 

In the months before the fall, 
When the senses shift to know 
The sights and smells and sounds 
And tastes and touches 

Of summer’s only foe, 


Winter. 


-Kurt Sieders 
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Dead Man on the Tree 


Dead Man nailed to a dead 
tree with slivers of earth 
bone driven through your 
wrists and ankles, old 
ancient son mounted 

on a tree of Golgotha, skull 
of the earth; the old gods, 
Baal, Zeus, Odin, etc., must 
have laughed when you 
launched your mission 

to earth and landed blindly 
in the belly of a girl, 
thinking it an accident, 
you having to spend 

nine months in the belly 

of a virgin, then waiting 

to grow up into a man 

so you could chastise 

your followers. Lover 

of men, the old gods 

must have sent several 
haughty remarks your way 
when you stooped so low 

as to avoid striking sinners 
down with lightning, when you 
didn’t send the Pharisees 
to hell via a crevice 

in the earth which opened 
at their feet and swallowed 
them whole the moment 
they began to torment 

you. And when you healed 
the lepers who viewed > 
you as the last 

chance miracle worker, 
after they had spent their silver 
at the altars, looked 

for lambs to slaughter, © 
the old gods must have declared 
you traitor, double-crosser, 
you the mother 

a child asks for favours 
when father has already — 
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denied him. Now you're 

dying, the old gods think you’ve 
lost it, caught the disease 

of compassion and I tend 

to sit with them on this one, 
wondering why you don’t 

send something instead of 

all this awful silence ringing 

in the hollows of my skull. 

The laughter of the old gods still | 
resounds in the bones of the earth 
climaxing around the skull where 
God died, now laughing at a man 
waiting for Nietzsche’s Ubermensch 
in the shadowlands of godlessness. 


-Kai Groen 


Bubbles 


Life 

hurts. But you 3 
could always have your brain replaced 
with Styrofoam, 


your 
heart with a 

pink helium balloon, and your 
veins with plastic 


tubes. 

Then, when you 

cut your thumb, your tears would become 
shiny little 


bub- 

bles that would 

float away on the breath of a 
bare expired curse. 


-Maggie Vandermeer 
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Declaration of Independence 


I don’t know why, 

but they don’t like us. 
In fact, I would even say 
they hate us. 


The other flowers call us 

hicks and scorn us 

for being from the cracks. 

What harm have we done them? 
All we do is sit here 

takingin the sun 

enjoying our life. 


Yes, perhaps we are not trained 
Beauty like the tulip | 

or harnessed 

Majesty like the oak 

but we are free 

and our roots dig deep: 

our grandfather’s father 

resided here and we will not move! 


Exploited we are: 

our roots for hot brews 

to soothe ailments, 

our leaves - 

to be tossed with the commoners: 
Our heads for frivolities 

like wine. 

_ What would you do without us? 


Yet you pull us out, 

shear us short, 

even use chemical warfare 

but we will not be exterminated! 
We have rights, too! | 


Indeed even now a charter is being made, 
and all of us nod our heads 

in agreement: first the fiery 
headed youths and then the snowy 
brows of the elders. 
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We refuse to be called weeds! 
We are 


Taraxachum ossicinale weber: 


Disturber of Bones 
-Karen Wallace 


Escape 


While others argue 

About religions 

And politics 

And start to get frustrated 

I ignore them 

And study the fruitfly I caught. 
I observe her tiny grey body _ 
Her beautiful red eyes 

Her strong iridescent wings 
And I wonder 

At the beauty of God’s creation 
That something so small 

So simple 

Can be so beautiful 

So complex. 

That only four chromosomes 
Can produce such complexity 
Such diversity 

Such beauty 

Such simplicity. 

And God cares for her 

He feeds her 

He provides shelter for her. 
How much more, then, 

Does He care for me 

Feed me 

Shelter me 

Love me. 


-Chris Van Meggelen 
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Dawn of N ight 


Beyond the distant horizon, 

As the looming sun sinks low, 
The sky will begin to darken 
And the sighing wind will blow 
Through the shadows, whispering 
Mysteries of ancient pasts; 
Wisps of cloud intermingling 
In a mist of colour that last 
For an eternal moment, 

Then imperceptibly it fades 
Before it can be taken in, 

And even though the scene 
Will occur again 

Once upon an evening 

It won't return the same. 


-Sharon DeBoer 


A Room Where Love Is 


You sit in darkness, an inebriated flamenco 

dancer in a fire-red dress on your lap, like a 
ventriloquist’s pale wooden dummy prop, 

and love is only a staircase away, thirty- 

five steps’ difference between sitting in a chair 

until the red morning slips into the room, and a 
night of rolling across the sheets of the universe 

with a woman who doesn’t even know 

youre there, you dreading the red morning, 

wanting the earth to stop its rotation while 

the sun is somewhere over China: let the crimson 
morning melt the hearts of near-dead climbers 

on Everest before it comes back to clear the darkness, 
because this is the last chance to roll in the red 

folds of her dress before she finds the road from 

a dark room somewhere in southern Ontario 

to a red ceramic-tiled room in Spain. And you know 
no other way to love the strange woman who fell 
into your lap like a burning angel out of heaven, 

no other way to love anyone but with violence and ecstasy, 
because that is the way you see the universe moving: 
no body acts upon another without the contact of pushing 
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and grinding so close together that one is almost violently 
taken over by the other. Now, as the moon continues 

its rounds, as all the seas and oceans shift with the tides 
in their eternal sleep, as the earth itself desperately 
hurls itself around a distant yellow sun, you take slow 
steps up the stairs, the flamenco girl holding you tightly, 
you almost crushing her in your arms as you carry 

her up the stairs to a room where you think love is. 


-Kai Groen 


Onward 


Summer dreams with russet wings 
Swallowtails of autumn leaves 
Delicate workings, beautiful things 
Quickly rustle 

Floating onward 


Elusive toys of whimsied thought 
Quick to catch or slip the wraiths 
Elegant souls, my eyes are caught 
Raptured visions _ 

Rushing onward 


But truth is found a circle of stone 
No imperfect rift to ply 
Admiration stands alone 

The tear is dropped 

Falling onward 


-Brett Dewing 


untitled 


There are too many Maybes 
Countless Probabilities 
Endless Definitelies 

To get lost in the forest 

Of Impossibilities 


-Jessica Payton 
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I Never Promised You a Rose Garden 


I never asked you for a rose garden. 

In fact, I rather like the grey, cold rain. 
Constant blinding colour is artificial, 

unreal, colder than rain because there’s a cost 
no one will pay. For now you act coy and arch 
but you'll find that you, too, are ordinary. 


But pain shouldn't be called ordinary. 

I watch flowers die in my father’s garden 
behind our house. Trees’ branches form an arch 
over me; I’m half sheltered from the rain, 
though I turn my face upwards at the cost 

of my made-up face, so artificial. 


Sometimes it’s better to be artificial, 

make-believe. A game that makes us ordinary. 
Dressing up in our mothers’ clothes. Hiding the cost 
beneath a smile. Then, while in the garden, 

only sunshine, some kind of warmth would rain 
upon us. Did you mean to sound so arch? 


You said too much with your curling lip, arch- 
ing eyebrow. I ate donuts with artificial 

jelly filling. (With each bite, sugar would rain 
on my hand). You stared into my ordinary 
green eyes, instead of the flowers of the garden, 
and promised to tell the truth at any cost. 


How can you determine the worth, the cost 

of truth?! I, too, have walked beneath an arch 
of thorns to enter this secluded garden, 

and now have found its beauty artificial; 
plastic leaves, silk flowers mimic ordinary 
plants, but do not grow or wilt without rain. 


My mask melts and slides with the grey, cold rain, 
down my cheeks and throat. To smile now will cost 
me life, for you will think my ordinary, 

even predictable or plain. You arch 

your back and yawn, bored by your own artificial 
courtesy, tired of my fading garden. 
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Why don’t you pray for rain, turn your face to heaven’s arch, 
see there’s a cost only if you insist on being artificial? 
No one can be ordinary, not here, not in this garden. 


-Hannah Helder 


Betrayal 


The tearing sound tickles his ears 
and a fine mist sprinkles his face 
lke pin pricks. 

Unzipped and folded back 

the shiny coat reveals 

nature’s goodness. 

Sunny fragments 

knitted together. | 

His fingers squeeze ~ 

careful not to crush 

the moon-shaped pieces. 

Little by little the puzzle 
becomes simple pieces 
disappearing one at a time. 
Unripe and acrid, 

each piece stings his tongue. 

He purses his lips. 

Looking down he sees 

the betraying coat 

that hid the unripe ball, 

lying in pieces, 

unable to be put back together. 
It is deserving 

for something supposed to be so sweet. 
Nature’s goodness unravelled 
revealing bitter fruit. 


-Kristie Scholten 
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Grass 


Through deadlit aisles 
Past plots of pale produce © 
She squeaks the cart 
It would, of course, have loose wheels 
To say with candour what she feels 
In her deadlit heart | 
Drones in peripheral 
Scurry down their tunnels 
Fools, and naive 
An irreverent requiem--the world was cold 
The audacity--too blind to hold 
One that would grieve 
In a tumult of self-importance 
They fly down this sheltered lane 
All ambulances 
Asif she were an obstacle to be overcome 
As if a life had not been undone 
They took their chances 
To miss the bell’s toll 
Somewhere, a checkout beeps 
Down the tiles she’s crossed 
She throws the lettuce into the cart 
Lettuce--with both a head and a heart 
To replace what she has lost. 


-Brett Dewing 
to be small 


i remember the time when i was small 

i played all day, and did what 1 wanted 

i could fit inside snowforts and under beds 

i didn’t have to work because i was too little. 


i remember the time when i was small 

i had all the sleep i could have dreamed of 

i played in the bath till the water was cold 

i didn’t care if bicycle helmets looked stupid 
but 


i remember how much i wanted to be big. 


-EKrin Sherman 
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Dance 


I danced with lightning in the rain last night 
While the thunder kept our beat. 

All that was heard o’er the roar of the wind 
Was the pounding of our feet. 


I danced with a ray from the full moon light, 
Gentle breezes on my face. 

And the wolves joined in and they danced till dawn, 
Then disappeared without a trace. 


I danced with stars on the deck of this ship 

In the middle of the sea. 

The stars sang a song; the cook hummed along, 
Dancing set my spirit free. 


-Kristy Whalen 


Laughter 


Laughter, what a thrill. 

Expressing the soul’s uplift, 

Tickling the tensed heart, 

Washing over the mind a wave of relief. 
--and I want to laugh-- 

Because I like my heart tickled; 
Because I like my soul touched; 

My mind can always be washed-- 


I live and laugh freely _ 
I love and laugh freely 


...90 if I die with a smile, 

It means nothing but the beginning of a laugh-- 
And we all know what a laugh begins... 

Even at the end. 


-Kurt Sieders 
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Can I say 

all my life 

I give to you 

oh God? 

Can I say 

itis allin Your hands? 
When I ask 

I know I will receive 
but do I listen 

for the answer 

I don’t want to hear? 
The answers 

I get 

are too painful 

to deal with 

ALONE 

I say 

but I do not do 

I ask 

but I do not listen 

I talk 

but to whose glory? 

I know of the branches 
dead on the tree 

but I don’t want to prune them 
because the mess 

on the ground 

will be too hard to clean up 
ALONE 

I am but a child 
learning the ways 

of life oe | 

- on two different worlds 
One deaf, blind and lame 
the other 

perfect 

How can I learn 

when “I” can’t 

and “T” is all I know 


-Neil Houtman 
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Bruised Before Nightfall 


And I stood 

Alone 

And trapped 

As the sun set 
Behind the black sea 
And the jagged pines. 


And I wondered 

Why 

And how 

I had found this place 

In my blind stumblings 
Drunk on the wine of purity. 


And I cried 

Desperate 

And desolate 

Truth forsaken 

Body swollen and 
Bruised before nightfall. 


-Jessica Payton 


Exile | 


They call me a basket 

child, a homeless 

case, drawn out from the murky 
waters, burnt by the family 
tree; she will be a flame 
bearer, the bathing maidens 
exclaimed! She will be 
mine, the compassionate 
one breathed, the rushes 
did not stir; did not reveal 
the surrogate’s trail-- 


I wept. 


-Karen Wallace 
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She Means Nothing 

She hes not three feet from you, belly up on the damp sand, 

silver sliver of moon barely illuminating the more prominent 

features of her body: eyes and hair, brown, mud-coloured, 

reflecting wet sand, as if she had been born of it only minutes 

before. Landscape of her body: smooth coffee-stained 

marble broken only by protruding lips, and two half cherries 

on her chest, tufts of hair under her arms and between 

her legs, like clumps of unkempt turf burnt brown by an 

unyielding summer sun. A mountain of dark mist rising from the lake 

separates your bodies, but index fingers on the end of 

desperate, reaching arms just barely touch: a goddess giving life to man 

through the magic of a wiggling finger. And while you lie there, 

after the all-night rocking movement of the beach, as if you 

were stranded on a floating island ten miles out from shore, 

six feet long and four feet wide, after her smooth clam-shell skin 

rolled across your rough sandpaper, sunburnt body; after her lips, 

like a fresh cut fig, roamed your face, explored every crooked line 

on your forehead, and every corner of your long tortoise neck, the 

words you will say to your love who is three hundred kilometres 

south emerge from the grey metallic machinery between your ears: 

“She meant nothing,” and this is only in case your love sees the smudge 

of red on your white t-shirt, the change in your voice, in your eyes. 

And soon you are convinced, stand up, look down at the brown girl 

at your feet, her legs still spread, her feet dug into the sand, believe 

that it is really nothing that is there, put your clothes on, and leave 

nothing behind. You walk the brown dunes to your white car, ready to 

drive home to your white aluminium-sided house where your 

snow-white wife waits, and as the car starts and moves away 

from the beach, the brown girl, with her still wiggling finger draws 

a zero in the sand, a circle, a little world. She sits up and stares 

into that little world where there is nothing but damp brown sand, cups 

her hands behind her ears and leans close to the ground, the tip of 

her nose almost pressed into the soft earth, and beyond the sound of the 

churning waves of Lake Huron, beyond the moans of cars on the highway, 

she begins to hear the chaotic sound of a turning, grinding planet, and 

beyond the silver sliver of moonlight, beyond the thick, damp brownness 

of the sand, she sees the rocking movement of the world, the back and 

forth motion of life which means nothing, the coincidental colliding of 

one side of the world with the other which is quickly forgotten as you 

are well on your way down highway six in your white car that glows 

in the darkness surrounding the road. And, as you pass them by, the forests, 

stony fielded farms, and roadside antique shops shift in their sleep as you 

put miles between yourself and the brown girl’s world of soft sand. 
| -Kai Groen 
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winter 


faint orange light of heaven 
glowing in the evening sky 

and the drifts zigzag irregularly. 
The flakes of snow twirl, 

Swoop, and float, 

reluctant to touch the ground. 


The stars, so sharp and hard, 
the air, so clean and cold-- 
each breath is stolen. 


bare trees poke black and forbidden 
the walls of this lonely grave 


for if there were a beautiful 
way to die, 

it is here, 

where death comes tiptoeing . 
across the frozen ground. 


_-Rietje van Arragon 
And Twice on Sundays 


I used to sit there and squirm. 

Twisted my feet until my tights gave me away, (sit still) 

Tortured my tongue between my teeth, (that’s enough) 

Drew patterns on the wool itchiness of my skirt. (stop that) 

Until my mother’s anger, 

My father’s looks, | | 

And my older sister’s pinches froze me. | | 

I used to sit there and follow the flies and travel up a shaft of sunlight 
and wander out the window until my feet hushed and my tongue calmed and 
* | i 

damp peppermint would slip.... 


I used to sit there and squirm. | 

But now I kick at the leaves praying on the sidewalk, 

Stick my tongue out at the stained glass window, (I’m warning you) 
And wave goodbye insolently | 
as | 

walk | 

by. -Angela Reitsma 
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The Blooming of a Heart 


This tree of peach took root last week; 
Cannot bloom today. 

When joy and sorrow meet, unite; 
Cannot find the way. 

I am alone, though in this crowd; 

~ Cannot face this fear. 

It vibrates through the dark of night; 
Cannot even hear. 

A dream instilled and still unheard; 

Cannot trust my heart. 


To bare my soul to only one; 
Cannot dare to share. 

And you could make it all come true; 
Cannot see you care. 

Now time must pass and seasons wait; 
Cannot count the time. 

And soon will I look back and _—s 
Cannot deem you mine. 

For this is only one small dream; 
Cannot trust my heart. 


The winds of time not blown their course; 
Cannot see them fly. 

The months have gone, my youth hae not; 
Cannot even try. 

The fruit I thought I would see eTow: 
Cannot even spy. 

An early frost destroys the bud 
Cannot dare to die. 

Perhaps I wronged in thinking peach; 
Cannot trust my heart. _ 


The love has died within his heart; 
Cannot die in mine. 

I dare not pull my heart-free yet; 
Cannot cross that line. 

Too early bloomed, too quickly shared; 
Cannot read the soul. 

And time alone can tell the tale; 
Cannot pay the toll. 

The fruit on the tree may yet survive; 
Cannot trust my heart. 
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A valley walked, a mountain scaled; 
Cannot walk alone. 

My heart is scared; it trembles now; 
Cannot findahome. _ 

I learned to love in spite of hurt; 
Cannot hide from fear. 

Although my soul has bled tonight; 
Cannot shed a tear. 

And now I find a stronger love 
Blooming in my heart. 


-Kristy Whalen 


Nativity Villanelle 


The sky is bejewelled tonight, my dear, 
Heaven has come into our sight. 
Her sweet breath whispers in my ear: 


“Come close to me, draw near.” 
Within her eyes I see Creator’s might. 
The sky is bejewelled tonight, my dear. 


Upon her pale cheeks the crystal tear 
Speaks of His pain, her Son: “Heaven’s Light!” 
Her sweet breath whispers in my ear, 


She watches over the travellers who draw near > 
And the blessed mother whispers in the night, 
“The sky is bejewelled tonight, my dear.” 


The angels’ praises ring out loud and clear; 
Speak of the babe’s holy plight 
As her sweet breath whispers in my ear. 


“T yearn to keep Him safe and near.” 

Softer now as night fades at the coming light, 
“The sky is bejewelled tonight, my dear,” 

Her sweet breath whispers in my ear. 


-Karen Wallace 
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Weakness 


Frail, the sun-dried clay of earthly things: 
For by God’s Word all flesh is like to grass 
Like rainbow fading, dying, swift to pass. 

A vassal’s flesh corrupts the same as kings’. 


But in this poor, small jar of pottery 

Though it be cracked and broken, mean and low, 
For some odd reason God chose to bestow 

A prize therein for all the world to see. 


This vessel, filled with treasure deep inside, 
Would be suffused with such unearthly glow 
That those around could never help but know, 
And knowing, say “May God be glorified.” 


And I , the vessel, let my flaws proclaim 
Indwelling glory of God’s holy name. 


-Erin Sherman 


Pieces in Waiting 


Broken glasses 

lie oddly shaped on the table 

I see the broken, wasted glasses 

But in the fragments 

there is a stained-glass window 
waiting to be pieced together 

Each curved and chipped piece 

will be transformed into beauty 

by a thin bead of lead 

Each piece can be made into a whole 
by a loving hand | 

and I see that beauty exists after brokenness 


I covet the day the pieces 
my pieces 

are made whole 

and wholly beautiful 


Neil Hocus 
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Untitled 


Except for you my soul was sold 

to a race too hot and strong and wild. 

I can not say if you should hold 

to a squirming, struggling, wayward child. 


My mind is bent at every word 

My surging wants put down my soul, 
I bow to everything I’ve heard 

to every doctrine, every scroll. 


Kach little tug I can’t resist . 
each new distraction holds my mind 
_and in my own way I persist 
to look for things Ill never find. 
-Karen Horlings 
In Honour 


Your eyes beg of them to stop and to see. 
They refuse, disgusted, they turn away; 
They can’t stand looking at you. Or, at me. 


But you're proud; black army boots to the knee, 
And rips, and red spikes; impressive array. 
Through your eyes beg of me to stop, to see. 


We're the same age, you and I. Who’s more free? 
I carry my books, mere smoke you obey. 
Why can’t I stand looking at you....at me? 


The highway’s your road--travel gracefully! 
Pride raises your head, your thumb in that way. 
Yet your eyes beg of me to stop, to see 


Your pain; deeper than the deepest in me. 
How could I imagine? How could I pray 
I can’t stand here looking at you or me. 


For I know the reason, subconsciously; 

And I'd rather not think so much today. 

Your eyes beg of me to stop, to see; 

But I can’t stand looking at you. Or, at me. 
 -Angela Reitsma 
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| The Unwinding 


A story you've heard, I’m told, 

About a beautiful princess 

Who moves in with seven small men. 
Don’t believe in it. 

Probably tries to boss them around, 

And make them clean between their toes, 
And wipe their boots at the door. 

Do this and do that. 

So it’s no wonder some lady 

Comes along with the kindest of intentions, 
And ribbon, and presents, and hes. 

And apples. 


A story you told, I’ve heard, 

About a loving king 

Who creates a perfect world. 

Don’t believe that either. 

Curse him for making so many rules; 

His version of kindness makes me shudder, 
He'll make you wipe your boots at the door, too. 
If you’re not careful. So it’s no wonder I’m twisting 
Around this tree with the kindest of intentions 
And solutions, and suggestions, and lies, 
Smiling. 

Offering apples. 


-Angela Reitsma 
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untitled 


Many laughed here 
passed here 
echoes linger 
here 
Many trod here 
lived the past here 
They are gone to their Mecca 
none would remain | 
an unfit Avalon 
this site of my perdition 
the shrines are past here 
footfalls in doppler 


hear 
they have passed 
-oh whispered clouds 
-pass my eyes 
-I am too much alone. 
The air is thick here 
your valediction may hang 
with the others | 
in the foyer 


-Brett Dewing 
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The Last Butterfly 


When I first saw her it was across about thirty rows of reeking tomato 
plants in a haze of hot sun and a fog of nauseous pig manure. She had a red 
bandanna around her head, like a kerchief, and I could see a short ponytail 
of blonde hair creeping out. Another bandanna covered half her face. Her 
shorts were khakis, belted around her waist, bunchy and baggy to hide her 
large thighs. A yellow tee-shirt became gradually untucked as she worked. 

Until that day, ’'d been alone working seemingly endless fields of 
tomatoes in the blistering July heat, almost crying when I looked up to see 
that I was never anywhere near finished. I leaned on the smooth handle of 
my hoe and nursed the hardening, still tender blisters on the palms of my 
hands. In all the times I stopped to look at her, she never once glanced my 
way. I’m not even sure how I would have reacted if she had. Alone for a 
month, I felt socially inept, lost in my thoughts, blank. I had all the time in 
the world for speculation; a ten hour day in the fields left much to the 
imagination. . 

I couldn't even tell if she was pretty, her face covered, she working so 
far away. Our meeting was inevitable, though. Having started at opposite 
ends, we were bound to meet somewhere in the middle. I stopped again, 
leaned on my hoe, waves of heat shimmering around my body, closing in on 
my face. I wiped sweat on my tee-shirt hung loosely around my waist, pulled 
out a squashed pack of cigarettes and lit one. I’d taken up the habit when I 
found myself alone in vast fields of tomatoes, no farmer in sight, no cars, no— 
cows to stare at me while I worked; just me on the hoe, sunburned, sweaty, 
grimy. It was the only thing left to do. | 

The girl went on. She never looked to see if I was working, never 
yelled at me to quit taking so many damn breaks. She didn’t pay attention to 
me at all. | | 

At four, I could make out large sweat stains under her thick arms. She 
looked tender, reddened from the day’s work. She’d taken her lunch alone, 
leaving the hoe in her row and slowly walking to sit under a tree on the edge 
of the field. She sat down heavily, pulling the rest of her tee-shirt out of her 
damp shorts and tugging the bandanna from her face down around her neck. 
She left the other one in her hair. She reminded me of the lady on a 
container of Old Dutch, one of those European women who have unyielding 
though corpulent bodies, and thick fingers from hard work. During my 
after-lunch smoke, I guessed her name. She looked like a Greta. 

Her nose was burnt by the end of the day. We quit at five, hot, dirty, 
stiff. My shoes were full of sand, my socks brown from the dry earth. I 
watched her from the end of my row load the hoe into her car and sit to 
remove her shoes, also full of earth, and dust off her legs before she got in. 
She had rings of dirt where her socks had been. She untied both bandannas, 
swung her hair loose from the ponytail, and once more pulled it off her neck. 
Without a word, she drove away. 
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I thought about her the whole way home. I'd felt grateful for her 
company, as distant as it was, grateful for the diversion. During supper I 
told my parents about her, about the tomato girl who had managed to veil 
herself in a silent haze of heat and the stench of manure and two dirty red 
bandannas. In bed I smoked and wanted her to be there the next day, too. 
At six-thirty the next morning, I woke experiencing a new desire to go to 
work. | 

Cloudless. Another scorcher. In the morning I always wore pants 
because the tomatoes were so thick and wet that when you passed through 
them, they left you soaked and green and reeking of tomato plants. When 
they were dry, I stripped down to shorts. A hot gust of wind blew dust in my 
eyes when I saw her drive up the path to the field. I coughed and lit my 
morning cigarette and tried to look as though I hadn’t noticed her come. 

Maybe that day we’d reach the middle. | 

It was hard not to watch her. She was sort of like a tank, invincible, 
never stopping except to take the normal fifteen minute break during which 
she ate a granola bar, and drank what seemed a litre of juice. I smoked, she 
drank. And when she got up, recapping her jug and retying her shoes, I 
stayed, resting in the shade, picking ants off my bare chest. 
| The ground was hard, crusty: thin coulees ran between the rows of 

maturing tomatoes. We hadn’t had rain in a long time; with every hot blast 
of wind, dust made my eyes water, made my skin gritty, grimy, mingled with 
salty sweat. I smoked and panted with exhaustion. My hoe was dull and 
hardly enough to crack the ground and root out the thistles. 

| A sharp tinging sound, like metal on rock, caught my attention. She 
was closer now; she'd been moving at a regular pace. At first she stood there, 
staring at the ground, probably wishing an alternative to talking to me. 

“I broke my hoe,” she said, lowering her bandanna and squinting at 
me. | 

“Oh...” I said. I dropped my cigarette and stepped on it. 

“Well, what now?” She stood with her hands on her hips. Large sweat 
stains widened under her arms. | 

“Let’s have lunch.” I dropped my hoe where I stood, and we walked 
our separate rows to the edge of the field. “Get your lunch and bring it over,” 
I said, settling against a tree trunk in the shade. She debated, then walked 
to her car. | 


“You should drink more,” she said, pointing to my juice box. “It’s too 
hot not to drink. It’s not good for you.” | 

“Yeah.” Now that we had bridged the gap, I didn’t have anything 
intelligent to say. “I’m Roy.” | | 
. “Andrea.” She took a big bite of her sandwich, and flicked an ant off 
her leg. | 

_ “You live around here, Andrea?” I was trying out her name. I liked 

Andrea better than Greta. — 
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“On Birch Crescent: By. Vaetaria Avenue. “You?” 

“Victoria Ave.” — . a 

“Oh,” she said, and prea et aa ins | 

_ We listened to the crickets and flicked « ants: 6 ORE 

“It’s too hot.to work,” I said, Hehangay up a cigarette and offering h het 
one. “She shook her head. : 

~ “T don’t mind it too much. J like this.” 

“What, the heat?. Hoeing?”. ... ah 

“Both. They make me feel like Tm. wouking hard.” 7 aocten 

I exhaled and looked her over.’ Without her bandanas, she didn t look 
SO. mysterious, orlkea European peasant woman. | 

“So, how did. 7au end up ina asob like, this? I | asked her. I didn’ t Len 
what else to say. 

This time ane phecl ads me out, aaacland my eyes. 4 thought it t would 
be send for losing weight,” she said finally. , : 

...“Oh.”. Lkept. my eyes on herface..... 
Aric “So what do.I do-about my hoe?” ...-.. : re 
“T’ve. got.an extra one in my ( car..] always as Y ve ° broken m my y hoe lots 
of times.” 

Andrea aedeaiee up: hay Selah ae eet jug. = fii juice. a watched her 
walk to her car...Her shorts were stuck hetween her thighs, etna node mp 
when she walked. oy} 

We worked side bys ee ppt out, at 8 thistles. that at on: ve nae rows. 
The field seemed boundless: avast, green. stinking sea of tomato:plants, | 
overrun by thistles. and. velvet leaf. Sometimes we ditched our hoes and got 
down on our. knees, wrestling with. the weeds, or. picking off.tomato bugs. - 
We'd put them on our hoe. and.step on them; they. made.orange splotches: 

“Tell. me the first. thing you see, little boy,” Andrea joked, and-wé 
wietendad the blotches were Rorschach tests. 

Sometimes I just sat in between. rows, smoked and watched her work. 
She.still wore the bandanna over-her head; but she’d ditched the one over cher 
face. She had a nice mouth. 

.. By the end. of the day,.she had a huge eee on en bpbttows lip. 

“T, always get them,” she said; when she caught me looking: She was 
giving me back the hoe to. put in my car. “It’s.a sun blister.” 

I wanted to tell her I had something, too, but I coulda’ aaak of. 
anything. 

.. “lasten, Andrea.. You want to go out for coffee or something?” I sat on 
the front seat of my c car, and took off wedhivez and. shoes: She v was HEGESIME a 
butterfly... | - 

“‘T can ae rahe anid. crossing her arms. “Maybe afioghibr time?” ies 
bandanna flipped up in a sudden hot gust of wind, and the butterfly blew out 
of sight. She squinted after it. 

Tht a cigarette. “No problem. .See you tomorrow.” 
She nodded and went off to her car. . 
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July grew hotter still. We finished the tomato field and got tangled in 
soy beans, hacking down old corn stalks and taking more breaks together. _ 
We carpooled. We talked about school and our families, especially our 
parents. We talked about life. 

“You have a girlfriend?” she asked me one day, breaking the relentless 
_ scratch of the crickets. 

“No,” I said, and stopped to lean on my hoe. I squinted at her in the 
sun. “What about you? You got a boyfriend?” 

“Uh-uh,” she said and then started laughing. “I had one, once,” sha 
said, “sort of. He went for my younger sister, instead.” 

“Ouch,” I said. 

“No, I think it’s kind of funny, now. Pathetic, sort of, I guess. He’s 
actually sort of a jerk, now. They have sex.” — 

“How do you know?” I asked her, feeling the conversation set en 
intimate, but curious about where it would go. 

“She told me. We shared a room. He was her first time, and I guess she 
wanted to let me know or something.” 

“Oh. 99 

Andrea laughed again. “How awkward, eh? Knowing your sister’s 
having sex? Yuck.” 

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s like hearing your parents or something.” 

“You ever have sex?” she asked suddenly. 

_ I got back to work. She stood, waiting. It was a while before I answered 
because I stopped to light a cigarette. Andrea waited. 

“No,” I said. I felt vulnerable; but I knew she wouldn’t go blab it to 
everyone she knew. 

“Me either,” she said and smiled. She had a pretty smile. 


Hotter yet. I started bringing the big thermos I had got the year before 
when I worked in corn, filled with ice water. I still smoked. Andrea lost 
weight. A lot. : 

“It’s too damn hot,” she said one day, throwing down her hoe. “We 
shouldn’t have to work. I can hardly see it’s so hazy.” | 

I leaned on my hoe. Sweat ran into the corners of my eyes. “Too damn 
humid,” I panted. — 

“Well, I quit. It’s not healthy. We could get sun stroke or something.” 
We walked to the end of our rows and sat under a tree. Mr. DeBoer, our 
boss, had already been to see us that morning, for the first time in a week, to 
check on our progress. 

__ “Good job,” he’d said, “you’re good kids. I can trust you.” We nodded 
and he left. I lit a smoke. As soon as we sat, Andrea stood up again. “I 
know,” she said. “Let’s go swimming. ” | 

“You don’t have a pool,” I said. 

“No, let’s go to Woodrow Park. It’s ani fifteen minutes away. Besides, 
it’ Ss one 0 ‘clock, we can take lunch. . 
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She didn’t have to convince me much. DeBoer never came around 
more than once in a day. We grabbed the hoes, loaded them in the back of 
her car, and took off for Woodrow. 

No one was there when we got to a secluded part of the pond. 

“Tm swimming in my boxers,” I said. “Turn around.” 

Andrea snorted. “Give me a break,” she said. “I see you half naked all 
the time. There’s no difference, shorts or boxers.” 

“What're you swimming in?” 

Casually, Andrea pulled off her shirt, as if we'd ee swum around 
half-naked together. So help me, I wanted to turn but I couldn’t. She smiled. 

“T look good, eh?” She threw the tee-shirt in her car. 

“You look great,” I said. She did, too. “What about your shorts?” 

Andrea smirked. “Shut up, Roy,” she said. 

I sat for a while, and had a smoke, and watched her goin. I had to 
psyche myself up first. The water looked cold. 

“The water's great,” she called. “Come on in.” 

I turned to butt out my smoke, catching a glimpse of her yellow 
tee-shirt hanging on the front seat of her car. My shorts lay crumpled on the 
hood. 

She was waiting for me as I waded in, hunching down in the water to 
keep warm. “Beats hoeing, eh,” she laughed. 

She was pretty with her hair slicked back and water droplets on her 
eyelashes. She had developed a nice tan. I lunged at her, grabbing her by the 
legs and pulling her under. She came up spluttering, water streaming in 
rivulets from her eyes and nose. She stared at me, puzzling, not sure 
whether to laugh or be angry. 

“What,” I said. Water dripped into my eyes from my hair. We stood 
there, feeling the hot warmth of the sun on our heads and the tops of our 
shoulders. “What.” 

Andrea didn’t say anything. She turned and swam off. 

I stood in the water, chest deep and shivering, staring after her. She’d 
gained an inexplicable grace since the first time I'd seen her. I thought back 
to Greta and chuckled. 

What I needed was a smoke. I waded out of the water and lay on my 
towel, watching Andrea swim out until she was a tanned speck. After a 
while, she swam back. 

“Bring me my towel,” she called, crouching in the shallow water. I 
hoisted myself up, got her towel and walked to her. Suddenly, she grabbed 
one end and yanked me in. I toppled over, smoke and all, landing hard on 
my ass in the water. She was laughing. 

“What,” she said, and turned and swam farther out. I followed. She 
stopped, and when I reached her she put out a hand and smoothed away my 
hair. 

“You ever swim naked before?” she asked. 
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“Sure, lots of times,” I remarked. With guys. She was reaching under 
the water, taking off her shorts. For someone who'd reminded me of the 
- woman on the container of Old Dutch, she sure had come out of her shell. 

“Aren't you going to join me?” she asked, wading towards the shallow 
end to dump her shorts and underwear on the sand. 

“What if someone comes?” 3 

Andrea shrugged. She waded towards me. Her pale breasts 
shimmered in the water. Her legs flashed in the sunlight. She had lost alot — 
of weight. 

“I'm pretty comfortable in my boxers, actually,” I said, moving slowly 
away from her. 

“Come on, Roy. It feels nice.” She swam past me and dove under. Too 
late, I saw her body flash close and in a second my boxers were gone. She 
stood several feet away, dangling them in her hand, laughing. 

“Give them back,” I said. “I’m cold.” 

“T can see that.” 

“Come on, give them back. I’m going in for a smoke.” 

Andrea moved to stand in front of me. She reached for my hand and put it on 
her breast. 

“Kiss me, Roy.” 

But I couldn’t. She was pretty--beautiful in the cool water--but for 
some reason, I couldn’t kiss her, thinking of how things would be the next 
day. Still, I couldn’t take my hand away from her breast. 

She leaned in, putting her hand on mine, and gently kissed my 
forehead. “Never mind,” she said. “Let’s go.” 

| I put on my boxers and watched her wade to the sand and put on her 
clothes. | 


The next day, Andrea told me about the new job she had got aside from 
our farming one. “It’s on Wednesdays and weekends,” she said while we sat 
eating lunch. She crunched a carrot. “Tll be working with mentally 
challenged people.” 

“When do you start?” | | 

“This weekend. It'll be neat. A little bit sad, though, maybe, you 
know?” | 

“What do you have to do?” I asked. I felt somewhat betrayed; I hated 
that she had a life outside the fields. 

‘Tl be leading art therapy sessions; that’s what I want to be, an art 
therapist.” | | 

“So what, you just watch them draw?’ | 

Andrea chose not to answer. She finished her lunch and took a swig 
from her huge jug. She still brought the jug. I lit a cigarette and leaned back 
against the tree we sat under. It was overcast, and almost sickeningly 
humid. 
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“Think itll rain?” I asked her. She shrugged. : 

“Guess we better get back to work.” She took her lunch stuff back to 
my car and went to her hoe where we had left off. Reluctantly, I followed. 

After an hour, I was exhausted. I stopped and leaned on my hoe. 
“Let's go swimming,” I suggested. “The water will be warm on a day like 
this.” | 

“I don’t really feel like it. Besides, it’s going to rain, soon. Let’s just 
_ keep going and knock off when it starts. Looks like a thunderstorm, maybe.” 
She was right. Dark, cumulous clouds billowed and bulged low overhead. 

It caught us before we could even make it to my car, pelting our hot 
skin, coming down in torrents. We sat in the car, breathless, soaked through, 
and rolled up the windows. She looked cute in that red bandanna. 

“Now wh--” : | 

But she couldn’t finish the rest of her sentence. Suddenly consumed 
with ardour, I leaned over and planted one square on her lips. She was 
surprised, but didn’t resist. Her lips were soft, yielding. A month or so ago, I 
would never have dreamed I’d be kissing Old Dutch. = 

She opened her eyes, and I couldn’t read the odd light in them, her 
head still cocked. “What,” I said. She merely smiled. SAS 


The next weekend, on Saturday, it rained too hard to work in the 
fields. Andrea invited me to go with her to her new job. “Some of them can 
really draw,” she said. She picked me up, dressed in a pale green uniform. | 
Her hair was back in its usual ponytail, and she wore a bit of makeup, 
something I’d never seen before. | 

“You look nice,” I said. 

Her first group of the day had six people in it. A short woman--she 
looked about sixty--hung on to Andrea’s arm. “This is Leona,” Andrea said, 
introducing her to me. “Leona, this is Roy.” OS 

“Roy,” said Leona, looking everywhere but at me. 

“Leona’s shy,” Andrea whispered, smiling, and she turned to lead the 
small woman over to their arts and crafts table. | : 

When everyone was seated, Andrea set boxes of crayons in the middle 
of the table and gave everyone a pile of paper. She gave me one, too. “Draw,” 
she said, “There’s a space for you here.” 

I pulled up a small orange chair and wedged myself in between Leona 
and a large pliant-looking man, about fifty or so. He reminded me of a 
soft-boiled egg. | | 

“And what's the one thing you look forward to, Calvin?” Andrea was 
asking him. , 

| Calvin had his head bent over his paper. I watched his tongue move 
around with his effort to draw. “Muffins,” he said. “Saturday we get 
muffins. We get muffins here on Saturdays.” Andrea looked as though she 
was going to cry. | 
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“That’s nice, Calvin,” she said softly. “You like muffins a lot, don’t 
you?” 

Calvin nodded and stuck his tongue out farther. 

I picked a blue crayon and started drawing water. When I was 
finished, I wrote on the top, “Woodrow Park: To Andrea, Love Roy.” 

Andrea looked over my shoulder. “Nice picture, Roy,” she smirked, 
leaning in close to my ear. “I guess we won’t be holding that one up for Show 
and Tell. We don’t allow nudity here.” , 

Calvin’s picture was the last to be held up. All of us were dumb-struck 
by its beauty. A kaleidoscope image of butterflies flitted across his page, 
brilliant in colour. At the very bottom, visible only if you looked hard, was a 
plump caterpillar, yellow and red. He, too, had written on the top, “To 
Andrea,” in kid letters. | | 

“What’s the title, Calvin?” I asked him. | 

Calvin had trouble getting his words out, but finally we understood 
him: “The Last Butterfly,” he said. - | 

“Why the last?” asked Andrea. 

“Because I hope youre the last one I see. I love you,” said Calvin. 

Andrea cried. 

When we drove home that evening, I carried Andrea’s pictures on my 
lap. Traces of brown mascara trailed her tanned cheeks. | 

“Do you know what I first thought of you?” she asked suddenly. She 
beat me to it. 

“What,” I said. | 

“I was really intimidated by you. I thought you’d make fun of me or 
something, you seemed so...cool. You looked...experienced.” 

“What do you mean, experienced?” 

“I don’t know. You knew what you were doing, you’d already been 
working there. Experienced with the work, I guess.” She drove into her 
driveway. “Want to come inside?” | 

“Wait,” I said, putting a hand on her arm. “How else experienced?” 

“Roy...” A steady rain pelted against the car. 

“Like this?” I leaned over and kissed her, keeping her gently in place 
with my arm around her neck. | a | 

“Maybe,” she said, smiling. “Let’s go inside.” — | 

I covered her pictures with my jacket. “Don’t you want to know what I 
thought of you?” 

“No!” she said emphatically, laughing. She looked so pretty just then. 

That night in bed, I couldn’t sleep. At about two in the morning, I 
sneaked out of the house and rode my bike to Andrea’s. Her bedroom was in 
the basement at the back of their house. Her parents had fixed it up for her 
when her youngest sister had been born and had taken the room upstairs. I 

knocked softly on the window. She was up right away. The window opened. 
| “Roy! What are you doing here?” she whispered, squinting atme 
- through the darkness. | | 
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“Come outside,” I whispered back. 

She came through the sliding door, dressed in pyjamas and a 
housecoat. 

“I couldn’t sleep,” I said. 

“Do you always do this? go out for a bike ride in the middle of the 
night?” She pulled her housecoat tighter around her and shivered. Even 
then, with her hair all messed, she looked great. 

We lay beside each other on the small hill behind her house, looking at 
the stars. I smoked. 

“Tt was fun at your work today,” I said. 

“Yeah. Aren’t they sweet?” 

“You're really good with them, Andrea. They really like you.” 

“You think so?” She laid her head on my chest. 

I thought of Calvin and his butterfly picture. I thought of the first 
time I ever saw her. I thought of Greta and Old Dutch, Woodrow Park and 
the day I first kissed her in my car. I could still see her holding up my 
boxers. The last of the butterflies. “I hope you're the last one I see,” Calvin 
had said. 

“T love you,” I said out loud. 

Andrea didn’t say anything. 


-Stephanie Groen 
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